There's never an ebb goes seaward now But drops our dead on the sandBut slinks our dead on the sand forlorc, From the Ducies to the Swin. If blood be the price of admiralty, If blood be the price of admiralty, Lord God, we ha' paid it in! We must feed our sea for a thousand years, For that is our doom and pride, As it was when they sailed with the Golden Hind, Or the wreck that struck last tideOr the wreck that lies on the spouting reef Where the ghastly blue-lights flare. If blood be the price of admiralty, If blood be the price of admiralty, If blood be the price of admiralty, Lord God, we ha' bought it fair! 2 The iww version is strikingly similar in format and sentiment:
We have fed you all for a thousand years And you hail us still unfed, Though there's never a dollar of all your wealth But marks the workers' dead. We have yielded our best to give you rest And you lie on crimson wool. Then if blood be the price of all your wealth, Good God! We have paid it in full! There is never a mine blown skyward now But we're buried alive for you. There's never a wreck drifts shoreward now But we are its ghastly crew. Go reckon our dead by the forges red And the factories where we spin. If blood be the price of your cursed wealth Good God! We have paid it in! We have fed you all for a thousand yearsFor that was our doom, you know. From the days when you chained us in your fields To the strike of a week ago. You have taken our lives, and our babies and wives, And we're told it's your legal share; But if blood be the price of your lawful wealth Good God! We have bought it fair. And it's "blanket-stiff and "jungle hound," And "Pitch him out the door," But it's "Howdy, Jack, old-timer," When you've got the price for more.
Oh, tonight the boat is rocky, And I ain't got a bunk, Not a rare of cheering likker, Just a turkey full of junk. That Kipling's poetry served as the inspiration for iww ballads tells us something about both the iww and Kipling. For those who have not read him, it confirms that though Kipling was at least an apologist for British imperialism, he was not just an apologist. Much of his work, especially his verse, sought to uphold the rank and file soldier. In Kipling's defense of the common soldier we see a kind of military ouvriérisme, a respect for those who must do that actual dying. This belief in the virtue and the indispensability of the common worker struck an obvious chord with the syndicalists of the IWW. Like the British Tommy, they too died unwillingly and without choice for die sake of someone else's profits. And like Kipling, the IWW had a great deal of scorn for the middle and upper classes who depended on those beneath them on the social scale for the necessities of life and for protection. The line from 'Tommy," "makin' mock o' uniforms that guard you while you sleep," might easily be changed to "making mock of overalls that feed you while you sleep" and thus reflect the IWW belief that all wealth is created by labour.
I do not want to make to much of Kipling's respect for the soldier, for he was no socialist or friend of the working class. Even in poems such as 'Tommy," the narrator speaks in a semi-literate comic Cockney accent, presumably to suggest inferiority. And certainly Kipling included the left and unionists in those classes that benefited from the empire even as they laughed at it. But he was virtually the 'Cited in Kornbluh, Rebel Voices, 270. The author is unknown. only poet of his generation to write realistically of the experience and culture of the common soldier, and therefore it is not surprising that when rww poets looked for models, they turned to Kipling.
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The application of the "folk process" to Kipling also tells us something about the rww. Obviously enough, it shows that some members of the radical union were familiar enough with his work to borrow from it, in some instances almost word for word. This suggests that some Wobblies were not so far removed from certain kinds of mainstream culture. It is easy to overstate this argument: Joe Hill used Tin Pan Alley and hymn tunes for his work and still remained sufficiently alienated from "respectable society" to warrant a death sentence in Utah. The use of commercial tunes and Kipling's poetry does however suggest an acquaintance with parts of the larger culture. This should not be surprising. But in light of the claims of some historians to the effect that radicals were social deviants, completely alienated, and removed from "normal" social discourse, this knowledge and ability to improve upon mainstream culture suggests that it was class experience rather than pathology that created radicalism.
Finally, the tracing of rww poems to other roots suggests that workers can adapt the tools they are given for their own purposes. If even Kipling can be rehabilitated, perhaps there is still hope for the left. 
